Dared he not unto her his woe betray;

Save that, perchance, there would be times at dances,

Where young folk honoured all that makes romances,

It may well be he looked upon her face

In such wise as a man who sued for grace;

But nothing knew she of his love's intent.

Nevertheless it chanced, ere thence they went,

Because it happened he was her neighbour,

And was a man of worship and honour,

And she had known him in the time of yore,

They fell to talking; and so, more and more,

Unto his purpose drew Aurelius,

And when he saw his time addressed her thus:

"Madam/5 said he, "by God Who this world made,
So that I knew it might your sad heart aid,
I would, that day when your Arviragus
Went overseas, that I, Aurelius,
Had gone whence never I should come again;
For well I know my service is in vain,
My guerdon is tEe breaking of my heart;
Madam, have pity on my pains that smart;
For with a word you may slay me or save,
Here at your feet would God I found my grave!
Time to say more, at present naught have I;
Have mercy, sweet, or you will make me die!"

So then she looked upon Aurelius:
"Is this your will?" asked she, "And say you thus?
Never before have I known what you meant.
But since, Aurelius, I know your intent,
By that same God Who gave ine soul and life,
Never shall I become an untrue wife
In word or deed, so far as I have wit:
I will remain his own to whom I'm knit;
Take this for final answer as from me."
But after that she said thus, sportively:
"Aurelius," said she, "by God above,
Yet would I well consent to be your love,
Since I hear you complain so piteously,
On that day when, from coasts of Brittany,
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